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HUEEAH,  FOR  THE  BONNETS  OF 
BLUE, 

Here's  a  bealiii  to  tl^em  that's  awa, 

Ocre's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
And  wha  vvimia  wish  gude  liiclv  to  our  cause^ 

May  never  glide  kick  I)e  tlieir  fa*, 
lv*s  gude  to  be  vrjen.y  and  wi^^e, 

It  s  glide  to  be  honest  and  trne^ 
It's  glide  tj)  support  Caledonia'?:  caiisQ 

Ar.d  bide  by  the  bonnets  of  blue. 

Hurrah  for  the  bonnets  of  blue, 

Hurrah  for  the  bonnets  of  blue, 
It's  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause 

And  bide  by  the  bonnets  of  blue. 
Here*s  a  health  to  tliem  that's  awa, 

Here's  a  liealth  to  theni  that's  awa, 
Here's  a  Ijealih  to  Charlie,  the  cliief  o'the  cknjt 

Although  liiat  his  l>and  be  sae  sma'. 

Here*s  freedom  to  tliein  tliat  would  read, 

Here's  freedom  to  them  liiat  would  write. 
There's  nane  ever  fear'd  llMit  the  truth  should 
be  lieard 

But  they  whom  the  truth  wad  indite. 
Hurrah  fur  the  bonnets  of  blur, 

HiuTah  for  the  boimets  of  blue, 
It's  gude  to  be  wi^e,  to  be  honest,  ami  true 

And  bide  l)y  the  bctriiets  of  blu^* 
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PRAY  GOODY 

tray  Goody  please  to  moderate  the  laiauoiu 

of  vour  tono:iie 
Why  flash  those  sparks  orfory  from  your  eyes? 
licmcmher,  when  tiie  judgment's  wea1<^  xht 
prejiulirc  strong, 
A  stranger  why  will  you  d'espise  ? 
Ply  me,  try  me. 
Prove,  ere  you  deny  me  ; 
If  you  cast  me  off,  you'll  blast  r*? 8 
Never  more  to  rise. 
Piiay,  goody,  &c. 


DONALD  OF  DUNDEE. 
Yonng  Donald  is  the  blythest  lad 

That  e'er  made  love  to  me, 
Whene'er  he's  by,  my  heart  is  glai 

He  seems  so  gay  aiid  free  ; 
Then  on  his  pipe  he  plays  so  sweety 
And  in  his  plaid  he  looks  so  neat^ 
It  cheers  my  heart  at  eve  to  meet, 

Young  Donald  of  Dundee. 
Whene'er  I  gang  to  yonder  grove, 

Young  8andy  follows  me^ 
And  fain  he  wants  to  be  my  love, 

But  ah,  it  canna  be. 
Tho  mither  frets  both  air  and  lal^. 
For  me  to  wed  this  youth  1  hate] 
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There's  none  need  hope  to  gain  yooBg 
But  Donald  of  Dundee. 

When  last  we  rangM  the  hanks  of  Tay^ 
The  ring  he  show'd  to  nje. 

And  bade  me  name  the  bridal-day^ 
Then  happy  won'd  he  be. 

I  ken  the  youth  will  aye  prove  kind. 

Kae  mair  my  mitiier  will  i  mind,' 

Mess  John  to  me  shall  qjiitkly  bind 
YountT  Donald  of  Duiidee. 


THE  CYPRESS  WREATH^ 
A  Cilee  for  3  voices. 
O  lady  twine  no  wreath  for  me^ 
Or  twine  of  ihe  cypress  tree  ! 
Too  lively  olows  the  lily's  light 
The  varnished  holly's  all  too  bright, 
The  May-flower  and  the  eglantine. 
May  shade  a  brow  less  sad  than  mine, 
But,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  me^ 
Or  weave  it  of  the  cypress  tree. 

Let  dimpled  mirth  his  temples  twina 
With  tendrils  oi*  the  laughing  vine  ; 
The  manly  oak,  the  pensive  yew. 
To  patriot  and  to  sage  be  due, 
The  myrtle  bosjgh  bids  lovers  live^ 
But  that  Matilda  will  not  give  ; 
Then,  lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  me#. 
Or  twine  i  t  of  the  cypress  tree. 


Let  merry  England  proiwlly  rear 
Her  boasted  roses  bouglil  .so  dear ; 
Let  x^lbyii  bind  her  boimet  blue,  , 
With  heath  and  hare-bell  dipt  in  aeWj 
On  favoured  Kriu's  crest  be  seen 
The  fiovvV  bhe  loves  ol  etneruld  ijreen  : 
But,  lady,  twine  no  wreath  for  me. 
Or  twiiie  it  ut  the  cypress  tree. 


I'D  BE  A  BUTTERFLY, 
rd  be  a  bntteifly  horn  in  a  how'r, 

Where  roses  and  liUies'  and  violets  rheet  i 
Roving  tor  ever  from  flower  to  flower, 

And  kissing  all  bnds  that  arc  pretty  arid 
swett. 

rd  never  languish  for  wealth  or  for  power, 
l*d  never  sigh  to  see  slaves  at  my  feet, 

rd  be  a  butterfly  born  in  a  howV, 

And  kissing  ail  buds  that  are  pretty  atnd 
sweet.  I'd  be  a  butterfly,  &c* 

Oh,  could  I  pilfer  the  waiui  of  a  fairy, 

I'd  have  a  pair  of  tnose  beautiful  wings  | 
Their  sum-ner  days  ramble  is  spcvtive  and 
airy,  ' 

They  sleep  in  a  rose  wiien  the  nigliingale . 
shigs. 

Those  who  have  wealth  must  be  watchful  and 
wary. 

Power,  alas!  nought  but  misery  brings^ 
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I'd  be  a  butterfly  sportive  ami  airy, 

RockM  ill  arose,  vvhen  the  nightin^^tj* 
sings.  I'd  be  a  butterfly,  ike. 

What  tho'  you  tell  me  each  gay  h'ttie  roverj 
Shrinks  irom  the  breath  of  the  first  aiHirm:'! 
diy; 

Surely  *tis  l)ctter  wlicn  summer  is  ox'er^ 
To  (lie,  whon  all  fair  things  are  fading  away. 

Some  in  life's  winTer  may  toil  to  discover, 
Means  of  procuriiig  a  weary  delay; 

rd  be  a  butterfly,  Jiving  a  rover, 

Dying  vvhen  fkirtl)in;ys  are  fading  away> 
I'd  be  a  butterfly,  ^e* 

OH  SAY  NOT  WOMAN'S  LOVE  IS 
BOUGHT. 

Oh!  say  not  woman's  love  is  houghfc 
With  vain  and  empty  treasure  ; 

Oh  I  say  not  woman's  heart  is  caught 
By  every  idle  pleasure. 

When  first  her  gentle  h^som  knows 
Love*s  fl  irne,  it  wanders  never  ; 

Deep  in  her  heart  the  passion  glows- 
She  loves,  and  loves  for  ever, 

Ob  1  say  not  woman's  false  as  fair ; 
That  like  the  bee  she  ranges j 

Still  seeking  flowers  more  sweet  and  r.a,m, 
As  fickle  fancy  changes. 
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A  h  no  !  tlie  lave  tliat  first  can  ivann, 
¥»'iii  leave  her  lujsor.i  ncx'er  ; 

No  second  passion  e*er  can  charm— ^ 
She,  :oves,  and  loves  for  ever. 


HE'S  OWRE  THE  HILLS  THAT  I 
LO  E  WEEL. 
Tuys— owrc  the  kills. 
He's  ovvre  the  hills  that  I  lo'e  wecl, 
He's  o'er  the  hills  we  danrna  name; 
He's  o'er  the  hills  ayont  Dumhlane, 
Wha  soon  will  get  his  vvelGome  ham^* 

My  father  s  gane  to  fight  tor  him  ; 
My  britliers  vviiijia  hide  at  hame ; 
My  oiiilier  greets  and  prays  for  them, 
And  *deed  fche  thinks  they're  no  to  blaipe* 
He*3  owrc,  8ic, 

The  -vi'higs  may  scofE,  and  the  whigsmay  jstiir; 
I5ut  ah  1  that  love  maun  he  sincere, 
Whii'h  still  keepsjriie  whate'er  betide^ 
An  for  iris  sake  leaves  a'  beside. 
He'a  o-wre. 

His  right  these  hills,  his  right  these  plain??, 
O'er  hiclfiiid  hearts  secure  he  reigns  : 
What  lads  ere  did  our  l?jdd!ea  vnll  da  ; 
s^  ere  1  a  laddie,  ^  folk?w  him  too. 
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Sae  noble  a  look,  sae  princely  an  air, 
Sae  gallant  hu  bolt),  sac  young  and  sae  fiur ! 
Oh  !  dui  ye  but  see  him,  ye'd  do  as  we've  done, 
Hear  hini  but  auce,  to  bis  st  indard  jouMl  run. 
He's  owre,  &c. 

Then  draw  the  claymore  for  Charhe  (lien  fight 
For  your  country,  rehgioik.  and  a*  that  is  right; 
Were  ten  thousand  lives  now  given  to  me, 
Vd  die  as  ait,  for  ane  o'  the  three  ! 
He's  owre,  &c. 


THE  CAPTIVE  MANIAC. 
They  bid  me  sleep,  they  bid  me  pray 

Tliey  say  my  heart  is  warpt  and  wrung— 
I  cannot  sleep  on  Highland  brae  ; 

I  cannot  pray  in  Highlang  tongue* 
But  were  I  now  where  Allan  gb'des, 
Or  heard  my  native  Devon's  tides 
Bo  sweetly  vvouhl  I  rest  and  pray 
That  heaven  would  close  my  wintry  day  I 
'Twas  thus  my  hair  they  bade  me  braid> 

They  bade  me  to  church  repair; 
It  was  my  bridal  moni  they  suid, 

And  my  true  love  would  meet  me  there : 
But  woe  bvtide  the  cruel  guile, 
That  drowii'd  hi  hUnnl  the  morning  smile  ! 
And  woe  betide  the  fairy  dream  I 
I  pcly  vvakd  to  so!>J!w^S<rreani» 


